Letter from Emily S. Harris to Leander Harris, August 10, 1862 by Harris, Emily S., c.1835-1866

Transcription:
[raised imprint reads: "WEST END"]
[written along the left side] 
There is a town meeting tomorrow to see who will enlist
and how much bounty the town will pay. I’ll write all about it next
time
[written at a 45 degree angle at the top left side]
Mary Eastman was 
worse last week
[written upside down at top of letter]
Ezekiel Bartlet is going to enlist and 
Lynus and Henry Little. J W Garland has offerd
$50.00 to any one who will take his chance of being drafted
Hampstead Aug’ 10 18/62 
Darling Husband,
I must answer your blessed
letter though my head does ache. I have just returned
from church and feel very tired but I have been 
waiting for this oppotunity so long that I must 
improve it now, at any rate. Mother & Annie has 
gone pluming and Josie is asleep. By the way the 
little dear met with an accident the other day 
she fell from their swing and struck the back 
of her head on a stone and had considerable of 
a wound. But it didn’t prove to be so bad as 
we expected from the way it bled. The waists ^of her clothes were
completely soaked before we got it done up.
I can’t write I am so tired my hand trembles
like a leaf. That is just such a shiftess thing as 
I am. I can’t walk a mile without getting all 
beat out. And this makes me think how near I came 
fainting away when Josie hurt her head. I couldn’t 
help mother about doing it up I was so weak and 
my flesh was as cold as a stone and dripping 
with sweat.
The news you heard about the war
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was all true I guess only you didn’t hear the worst 
of it. Now I’ll tell you the conclusion I have come 
to about this war - that the "North" will have to give 
it up. Before two months have passed, England or 
France will intifere and then they will be obliged 
to give up the "South" and why isn’t it just as 
well now, before a good many more lives are lost?
Oh my head aches so that I can’t write I am 
going to lie down and rest me
Evening.
Well I have got rested a little and I will
try again. I can always talk better with you when I
am alone. I feel as thought I didn’t deserve such 
a trusting, hopeful letter as yours, because I have almost 
ceased to hope. I do not dare indulge in any such feelings
as you speak of now, lest it be harder to give you up 
if I am called upon to do so. I used to, when I expected 
you at home this Fall, or thought there was a possi-
bility of your coming, imagine how we should meet
and where, and how very happy we should be, and 
then I should ^ would think I wished I didn’t grow so old
looking; but this last worries me the least of any-
thing now. The reason I don’t tell you I love you 
is because I dont dare think how much I love you
it would make me so unhappy all of the time. But 
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I do love you my husband’, better than everything 
else in the world. O why did you go? I had rather 
have gone half clothed and half starved and had 
you with me. Oh that awful morning when you went 
away! Now Leander I will tell you what I think. Perhaps
you will think I am foolish and nervous but I am 
going to tell you. You know how kind of bewilderd I 
was, and how little I realized that you was really 
going to leave me? Well after you had gone and I begun 
to realise it, my greif was so very violent that I actu-
aly think it injured my mind, made me sort of rattle-
headed or what people call shatterd. I know I said 
the most unreasonable things but I suppose people thought 
I really was such a fool. I have spells now that my 
mind is clouded, so that I can’t write to you if I 
undertake it and have to give it up till I can think.
I was weak when you went away and was not 
able to bear it. We have beautiful moon-light evening-
ings now and when I go to bed I always look out of 
the window and think how I saw you standing there 
when I first saw you with your uniform on. Oh how 
good you looked when you looked up at my window. 
and the flowers look just the same now to look down 
on them, all there - but - my husband. But what is the 
use of all this everything puts me in mind of you now and
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will till after the Fall season has passed. When I go 
berrying I think how you used to walk with your arm 
around me and try to persuade me it was best for 
you to enlist. You might just as well have told me 
it was best for me to throwugh one of my children 
into the mill-pond.
Well after all I have great reason
to be thankful and I think I am; but you know I told you
what a train of thought I should get into if I thought 
how much I loved you. I have misplaced your letter and 
cant find it to night. I want to read it over to see if 
your asked any questions. About Brewster, I wish she ^you
had allowed me to tell his wife because I think she will 
blame me for not telling her and I think if I were in her 
place I should want to know it. She came down as she 
always does after I have received a letter and asked me 
if you wrote anything about B. and I told her you didn’t 
write anything for her this time. It worried me more than 
a little to think I knew it. She is ignorant of it yet and 
everybody else around here. If she writes I wish you could 
return the letter as it may contain postage-stamps
A great many people around here I beleive have delighted
to torment her, because she would beleive every silly story, but 
I have always encouraged her, and now to have it come to this 
It will be harder than though I had not encouraged her 
at all. Oh my precious husband I hope you didn’t have 
to suffer for provision, I long to have another letter soon very
soon. Good night, God bless you my own darling husband. Emmy
[written along the left side on last page]
Excuse the mistakes in spelling and underling 
I’ll write again next Sunday E
